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Worked all afternoon, then taken for cocktails to the Fort
Belvedere in West 55th Street, a newly opened bar lavishly
decorated with frescoes of the Duke of Windsor, who if he
wanted could be crowned King of America to-morrow, the
Prince of Wales's feathers, and an escort of Life Guards. The
wits congregate here. I asked one of them what he most wanted
to see in England. He said, " Oxford.55 And the second thing ?
u Lady Oxford." Dined in logical sequence at the Queen Mary
in East 5 8th Street. This is laid out shipwise with an illuminated
model of the boat. Swedish hors-d'oeuvres are spread on a
refectory table and you help yourself. One plateful is a meal.
B. had two platefuls, and but for my innate decency would have
attempted a third. Decide to have an evening of real drama
instead of make-believe. Arrange therefore to be taken to a
night court in West 54th Street, where we have seats in the front
row. The performance starts at 8.30 ; the decor is that of any
English police-court. The players are almost as inaudible as
English actors. Police, burly as all-in wrestlers, shepherd their
prisoners with a kind of rough gentleness. The magistrate,
who wears neither wig nor gown, is thirty-five, keen-faced,
looks fortiter in mo do and turns out to be suaviter in re. The
offences have all been committed since five o'clock this after-
noon. Men and youths accused of peddling without a licence,
They carry their wares with them. One batch is eleven strong,
all Italians; they are discharged with a caution. Street-betting
cases, a string of fourteen vagrants, old, some of them with
heads which look definitely imbecile, all indescribably filthy,
might be the inmates of one of Gogol's doss-houses. Pitiful.
All are discharged. Most of these cases have taken less than a
minute ; the longest five minutes.
An old Jew, who should be a figure in Italian comedy, pleads
that he was not begging but selling umbrellas. These, produced,
are obviously unsaleable. Old Jew says they are saleable if it
rains hard enough. Acquitted. A young man with the air of a
shabby Narcissus pleads not guilty to a charge we cannot hear.
A whispered colloquy between judge and prisoner, at the end of
which the young man is told to go away and behave himself.